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SHEPPEY: Oh, I don't know. Peace of mind. The Kingdoc
of Heaven, perhaps.

ERNIE: And what'll be the result?  In a year or two you
money'll be gone. B'you think anything'!! be different

SHEPPEY: You never can tell. Perhaps someone'li come an<
take my pJace.  If I can only get people to see what
mean. I might be an example to others.  Someone's go
to start a thing like this.

ERNIE: D'you think a hairdresser's the right man to start it!

SHEPPEY: I don't know why not. Jesus was only a carpenter

wasn't he?
FLORRIE: I think it's awful comparing yourself to Jesus, dad

I wonder you're not afraid a thunderbolt'll come dowr

from Heaven and smite you.

ERNIE: \Sulkily^\ Well, lt*s not my money, and it's no
business of mine what you do with it, but if you'll tak(
my advice you'll look before you leap,

SHEPPEY: \Whb a twinkle in his eye.} I'm always glad to take
advice from those younger than myself.

FLORRIE: What about me and Ernie getting married? We
were going to wait, but when you won that Sweep, we
settled to rnarry now. I've given notice at the office and

everything,

SHEPPEY: There's no reason I can see why you shouldn't get
married. You'll *ave as much as mum and me 'ad when
we married.

FLORRIE: Things are different now. And besides, Ernie's
got to keep up a position that you didn't have to. We
were counting on your paying the rent of our flat.

SHEPPEY: You can live here.

FLORRIE: Can I? Well, I'm marrying to have a home of my
own. Say something, mum, do. You can't let him play
ducks and drakes with our money like that.